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	Looking for the Right Mary-Sue

**Hi.**

**This is a...well, let's call it a prequel. About a year ago I wrote something similar for LotR, and someone requested that I write this, and that someone was _Thranduil's Party Moose VIII_. So, thank you, Thranduil's Party Moose VIII.**

** I own none of the source material. I do, however, now own far too many Mary-Sues. But they're for sale. I don't want them.**

* * *

><p>In a hole in the ground, there lived a hobbit. A hobbit who was going to have to rethink his life choices and whether or not he truly wished to go on an adventure.<p>

It all started when there was a knock on the door. A very loud knock. And lots of squeals and excited chatter.

"Ahh," said Thorin. "They have come. Tell me Master Baggins, have you somewhere to contain possibly thousands of crazed fangirls and/or Mary-Sues?"

Bilbo looked shocked. "Like a dungeon?"

"Yes! Perfect! Where is it?"

"I did not say I had one."

"Do you?"

"No! Why should I have a dungeon? This is my home, not some dark necromancer's abandoned fortress where your grandfather is being held captive!"

"Master Baggins, the length of your life might suddenly shorten itself unless you have somewhere to contain these mad girls. Have you anywhere to keep them?"

"No... "

Thorin looked very concerned. And then he seemed to be thinking.

"Do these girls wish to kill us?" Bilbo asked, eyes wide with terror.

"Dwarves! Go to the far end of the hall and dig!" Thorin commanded. He turned to Bilbo and said, "No, quite the opposite. You, Master Baggins, are most likely to be 'cuddled' until you kill yourself. Poor Kili finds himself with dozens upon dozens of these girls trying to take his clothes off him. They chase after Fili and myself as well, and the occasional girl goes after another of my people. What they will do to you will remain to be seen. Again, they will most likely 'cuddle' you until you are driven mad."

Bilbo donned an expression of fear and bewilderment. Him, cuddled? He was a highly respected Baggins. Why should he be cuddled? It was preposterous!

And then came the moment in which the door flew open, and a great number of girls ranging from their teens to early-twenties (because no one wants to know what a sixty year old woman would do, duh!) flooded through the door. And suddenly Bilbo understood why Thorin had seemed frightened. He himself was terrified, suddenly pale enough to blend in with the round walls or Bag-End.

Most charged straight through the main hall in the direction of the dwarves, with a few heading in to the pantry or the bedrooms. Quite a few could be heard bouncing on beds. But those who ran towards the gaping hole at the end of the hall soon discovered why there was such a hole: there was a very long pit. Which was odd considering the fact that the dwarves had started digging thirty seconds previously. But there was a pit, into which they all fell. Loudly. But nobody died because, hey, Mary-Sues!

* * *

><p>About a week later, when all the Original Characters had been found and thrown in to the pit, and the dining table had been turned into a table much like something that would be seen on the X Factorsomething that could be flipped and used as a shield if necessary, the auditioning process was about to begin. Everyone looked scared. And all the dwarves had whatever weapons they possessed on their persons, if not in their hands. Gandalf seemed to be chanting some spell under his breath and practicing waving his staff about. And Bilbo had...nothing. But upon realising this, he got up, went to his kitchen, built some strange armour out of pots and pans and grabbed a very big knife. And, honestly, everyone looked jealous of him. Even if his armour meant he was too heavy to sit in his chair.

Then Dwalin dragged in a girl. She looked to be about fifteen year of age. Her hair was golden, her eyes were blue like the sky. She was skinny, but with large breasts and a large arse. She wore very short shorts and a low cut tank top.

"Hi," she said, giggling. "I'm Amanda. Please call me Mandy. Or 'baby'." The last part had been very obviously been directed at Kili.

Kili shuddered, nodded, and then shouted very loudly, "NEXT!" It was very serious. He somehow managed to do it in a way that everyone knew he was using three exclamation marks, even though the last two had mysteriously disappeared. Everyone nodded. And suddenly Bilbo's second largest pot (the first was on his head) dropped from the ceiling and knocked her unconscious.

The next girl was sixteen. And very clearly pregnant. She explained that she'd been abducted and a man had forced himself on her, and now she was expecting octuplets. She started to introduce herself, and then cut herself off as she started screaming, because she was going into labour, which was impressive, because she was only two weeks pregnant. But who cares about being anatomically correct or even a little bit realistic?

* * *

><p>"Hi. I'm Sarethlia the Hot-Pink. I'm a wizard and shapeshifter. And Gandalf's cousin!"<p>

All eyes turned to Gandalf. He shook his head. "I have never seen her before in my life, and look at me, I'm ancient! Like, really, really, really old and I've never encountered her before and therefore she can't be my cousin and must therefore be a liar!" Gandalf said, very, very quickly. The only thing that anyone heard and understood was the word 'liar', which was a good enough reason to get rid of her.

The pot fell from the ceiling, but not before Sarethlia turned into a lion-tiger hybrid, which was odd, because Middle Earth ain't got no lions or tigers, yo!

She returned to her human – not Istari! – form, but was completely naked. And noticing the assortment of weapons that were headed in her direction, she began to backflip. She did so repeatedly and because of her 'intelligence' or terrifyingly enormous lack thereof, she backflipped all the way to the end of the hall, with one final backflip returning her to the pit.

Everyone stared at the clothes she had left on the floor.

"Should we not return them to her?" Asked Bilbo.

Thorin shook his head. "She'll survive without them. Next!"

* * *

><p>Soon after that there came a woman who was tearful as she introduced herself. "Hello. My name's Luna. You know I'm special because of my name. I'm twenty two years old."<p>

"Hello, Luna. Can you please tell us–" Thorin was interrupted as she fell to her knees and began to cry hysterically.

"That's what he used to called me, oh, Tom, I miss him so much. It's my fault. It's my fault your dead Tom. You and our baby. I'm so sorry Tom. I should have seen that enormous truck that crashed into our car, witch I was driving."

"Wrong! It's _you're_! And _which_! Duh! Also, he called you 'Luna', because that's your name, stoopih!" Gandalf shouted, shocking everyone. Because he's supposed to be the patient one. But the Mary-Sues broke him. He was never quite right after that, which was why he was so quiet while auditioning the Tenth Walkers sixty years later.

* * *

><p>"Hi. What can you do to help us reach our homelandmountain and kill a dragon in order to reclaim our many, many riches, which you will receive none of?" Thorin asked. It had become the standard greeting and first question.

"I… can… ooh, I know! See THE FUTURE!"

Thorin nodded. "I see." He turned to Kili. "Add her to the list of people who have seen the films or read the book."

"I didn't know we had such a list. Literally everyone had seen or read the source material! There was one girl who hadn't. She thought this was 'How to Train Your Dragon' or something similar…"

"Wait, could that girl train Smaug?!"

Kili shrugged.

"Call that girl back, when we're done with the rest of them." Thorin returned his attention to the girl who was rattling off some story about how she and Fili were destined to settle down somewhere, get married and have eighty-seven children. Two girls, and one boy.

Clearly her maths was a bit off.

"Thank you, I believe we have all that we require. Good bye!"

The pot fell from the ceiling again.

* * *

><p>"Hi. What can you do to help us reach our homelandmountain and kill a dragon in order to reclaim our many, many riches, which you will receive none of?"

Before them stood the second last girl. She was tall, with very curly, very red hair, brown eyes, and more intelligence than most of the other girls.

"I can help you appear less sexist. By adding a girl to your group you will seem to be supportive of gender equality!"

Everybody began laughing hysterically. "Gender equality? We were created in the 1930s. Do we look like we need to be feminist? Gender equality, hah! The only woman mentioned in the book was my mother!" Said Bilbo. "Go be a feminist somewhere else. Coz we don't need you, sucka! A buh-bye."

The only reason Bilbo survived the attempted assassination was because of the pots-and-pans armour. He was, however, knocked unconscious for several minutes. Side effect of hitting his head against the inside of his heaviest pot. But whateves!

* * *

><p>And finally came the last auditionee. Everyone's jaws almost unhinged themselves when they saw who it was.<p>

"Hello, my love!"

"Tauriel?!"

"No elves. GTFO!"

* * *

><p><strong>So, this is in fact, a two-parter. Next up: who's going to replace Tauriel in Mirkwood?<strong>


End file.
